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ORIGINAL PAPERS. 


MASTERIOUS CUTRAGE, 





{We have been favoured with permis- 
sion to print the following letter, recently 
received by a respectable gentleman of this 
city from his niece in Philadelphia. We 
do not remember to have seen the singular 
occurrence it relates alluded to in any of 
our newspapers. We vouch for the wri- 
ter’s veracity. ] 


Philadelphia, April 6, 1834. 
My Dear Uncie, 


Our minds having in a measure 
become tranquillized, and fearing 
you may be apprized through the 
papers of the horrible catastrophe, 
which. by an over-ruling Providence 
has been averted, I hasten to unfold 
to you the details, which have not 
met the publie eye, and which are 
hardly to be credited as happening 
inour city, at the hour when they 
took place, and in so public a situa- 
tion. Our darling George* was 
sent by his mother of an errand on 
the first inst., at about 10 minutes 
hefore 2 o’clock. On his rcturn 
trom Buikley’s store, which is in 
Chestnut Street, opposite the U. 8. 
Bank, he was proceeding up to ex- 
ecute another errand, when, as he 
arrived opposite the theatre, he was 
zecosted by a man whom he des- 
cribes as dark-complexioned, with 
black spots on his face, black whis- 
ers, and mustachies, and a knit or 
flannel cap on his head, such as sail- 
ers wear. The teilow asked him 
to go with him. | George said, “No, 
i will go my own way.” He then 
offered him twe.ity-five cents if he 
would goto a shop with him, and 
told him that his father and mother 


—— 


* A lad, we understand, about ten years 
old. Ed. 
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would not know it. The little in- 
nocent said, “I have no father, but I 
will tell my mother.”—“You will 
tell your mother?” “Yes, I will.” 
He then seized him roughly by the 
arm. The child screamed to a gen- 
tleman, who forced the ruffian to re- 
lease him. The cnild continued u 

the street, and the fellow followed, 
and secreted himself in Seventh 
Street. Watchingshis opportunity 
when no one was likely to see him, 
he again suddenly seized. him just a- 
bove the hips withsuch violence as 
to throw the breath out of him. He 
then took him bodily in bis arms, 
and ran down Chestnut Street. 
Strange to tell, not an individual was 
passing, which may be accounted 
for inthis way. The morning was 
rainy and entirely uninviting ‘for fe- 
males; gentlemen had gone at that 
hour to dine; it was past the time 
when laborers had returned to their 
callings, and even the hackmen 
were off their stands, which they 
always occupy in Sixth, near Chest- 
nut Street. He put him down in 
Sixth, and dragged him to a private 
alley near that street, where, my 
heart bleeds to tell you, he com- 
menced his horrible operations, and 
which none but a minion of the in- 
quisition could have been an adept 
in. After he had closed the gate, 
the child discovered in his bosom a 
dirk, which he calls a silver knife. 
He first clapped the palm of his 
hand upon the child’s mouth, and 
rubbed a preparation all around it. 
He then commenced beating his 
head and choking him. Then pla- 
cing his hands on the sides of his 
face, he raised him as high as he 
could, and, with the greatest vio. 
lence, forced him down on hjs feet, 
which was repeated four times 











Then placing his neck, which he 
squeezed till he could not make any 
noise, between his knees, he took 
him by the heels, and twirled him 
around inthat situation. He then 
suspended him by the feet till the 
blood had flown into his head, and 
as suddenly placed him on his feet; 
and finding him consequently giv- 
ing proof of total exhaustion, he left 
him. The child then saw him 
stoop with his back to him at the 
upper end of the gate-way or alley, 
where we suppose he might have. 
been mixing or preparing by the light 
admitted there,some dose,for the pur- 
pose of pouring it down his victim’s 
throat, and then putting a plaster on 
his niouth.* All the while he swore 
such horrid oaths as George says he 
could not comprehend., There is no 
doubt he had done all this with a 
view to suspend his faculties, and 
intended to carry him in a bag down 
to some vessel. We think he may 
be one of a set of horrific looking 
Portuguese, seen by us about three 
weeks since, and attractiug much 
attention by their dress and walking 
in the middle of the street. The 
poor child says he never expected 
to see home again, but his guardian . 
angel was commissioned on the er- 

rand of mercy, to assist him in ma- 

king hisescape. Having sunk after 
watching him fora few momenté,he | 
rose again on his hands, and exte:- 
ding them against the walls on each 

side of him, he coiitrived softly and — 
cautiously to raise the latch of the 

gate,and was out before he was 

missed. He called to a gentleman’ 
who was passing, to whom he fela- 

* We understand that this was theprac- 

tice of Burke and his miscreant associates. 
upon their victims, in order. t, prevent, 
them ftom crying aloud. Pry ~ 
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ted the manner ia which he had beeu 
abused. The fellow finding he had 
gained his freedom, was coming out, 
when the gentleman pushed him 
back, and enquired his name aad 
resideuce; after which, somewhat ot 
4 scuffle ensued, and the gentleman 
told George to get home as fast us he 
could. He likewise ordered him to 
scrape the stuff off his mouth, 
which was so hard as to require a 
stick, and then ordered him to wipe 
it. Taking the fellow into Inde- 
pendence Hall, and remaining a few 
minutes, he re-appeared with him, 
and George saw the ruffiaa forced 
to precede his deliverer, till there 
was no more danger to be apprehen- 
ded. Having so long outstaid his 
time, his mother reproved him on 
his return; when he said, “Mother, 
a man was going to carry me off.” 
In the evening, we thought it advis- 
able to have a caution put into the 
paper, but not with so full a descrip- 
tion of the outrage as might have 
been given, after we had understood 
the matter more thoroughly. Of this 
we have ample testimony in the 
child’s sufferings. Parts of his bo- 
dy are so injured that, as the Doctor 
observes, he would flinch if they 
were touched. He has lumps quite 
round his throat, and his mouth is 
poisoned from the application put 
upon it. His lower lip was made 
so tender, that the cold cracked it 
open and caused it to swell, so that 
we have been obliged to poultice it. 
The upper lip is now. swelling, and 
there is a breaking out under and 
over his chin. His toes and fingers 
feel as if their joints were loosened 
and working. His stomach is sick, 
and his appetite gone. |. Enormous 
as is the reality, how grateful should 
we be, that he was allowed to re- 
turnto us! You may imagine into 
what an agitation it has thrown us. 

We are of opinion that the per- 
son who rescued him, must have had 
some connection with the assassin, 
f:om the circumstance of his not ap- 
prehending him, or seeing the child 
home, or making himself known, as 
well as from the authority he seem- 
ed to exercise. 

The affair has created some a- 
larm in the city, asthe child’s name 
was published, and there could be 
ne icion of fiction. 

© Wedr affectionate Niece, ‘ 


° 


B10G RAPHICAL FACT, 

It was the custom of the semina. 
ry which Lord Byron xitended 
when a boy ia Scotland, to invert, 
uow and then, the order of the class, 
so as to make the highest and low- 
est boys change places. On these 
occasions aud only these, Byron was 
sometimes at the head, and the mas- 
ter, to banter him, would say, “Now, 
George, man, let me see how soon 
you will be at the foot again!” 





A PUZZLER. 

Married recently in Bethlehem, 
Con. Mr. Chauncy Stroug, to Miss 
Mary Ann Kassom. By this con- 
nection, he becomes son of his sis- 
ter, brother to his uncle, nephew to 
his brother, and cousin to his ne- 
phew. She becomes sister to her 
mother, daughter to her brother, sis- 
ter to her aunt, aunt to her cousin, 
niece to her brother, and cousin to 
her niece. Query—in what rela- 
tionship will the next generation 
stand? x 





THE BIBLE. 


Pellico, in his beautiful and affec- 
ting Memoirs,tells us that he had been 
allowed the use of a copy of Dante 
and the Bible, when in prison. Of 
the former he used to commit a can- 
to to memory every day, till at last 
the exercise became so mechanical 
that it ceased to afford any interrup- 
tion to the train of melancholy 
thought. It was otherwise with 
the study of the Bible; for though 
his attention at first wandered often, 
yet by degrees he became capable 
of meditating upon it with fixed at- 
tention, and of absorbing himself in 
its perusal to the exclusion of every 
other intrusive thought. The pre- 
cept, “Pray without ceasing,” in 
particular, made a deep impression 
on his mind, and he determined to 
realize it, by keeping the idea of 
the Deity constantly present to his 
thoughts, and conforming every pur- 
pose (for there was little room for 
action) to the Divine will. Thusa 
tranquil hope and confidence that 
he was not left alone in the world 
seemedto grow upon him day by 
day. 





YOUTHFUL INDUSTRY. 
We have received several num- 





bers of a very pretty paper pub- 
) lished weekly at Brunswick, Maine, 
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entitled the “Family Pioneer,and Ju- 
venile Key.” Under the Terms at 
the head, is inserted the following 
notice. “The priiters of this pa- 
per are children-of the editor; one 
twelve, the other but ten years of 
age. When not at school, that is, a- 
bout half of the year, they are able 
to set all the types for our columns, 
with ease.” 











ANECDOTES. 

An Irish gentleman, on going to 
the post-office, inquired uf there 
were any letters for him, as he had 
caused them to lie till called for. 
“Your name, Sir?” said the clerk. 
“There is a good one, now!” replied 
the honest Hibernian; “why, will 
you not see it on the back of the 
letter?” 





A few years ago, a farmer who 
was noted for his waggery, stopped 
at a tavern which he was in the 
habit of calling at oa his way from 
H to Salem. 

The Landlady had got the pot 
boiling for dinner, and the cat was 
quietly washing her face in the cor- 
ner. The traveller thinking it 
would be a good joke, took off the 
pot lid, and while the landlady was 
absent, put grimalkin in the pot with 
the beef and potatoes, and then pur- 
sued his journey to Salem. 

The astonishment of the landlady- 
may well be conceived, when on ta- 
king up hér dinner, she discovered 
the unpalatable addition which had 
been made to it. Well knowing 
the disposition of her customer, she 
had no difficulty in fixing upon the 
aggressor, and determined to be ful- 
ly revenged. Knowing that he woulé 
stopon his returnhome for acold 
bite, the cat was carefully dressed. 
The wag called as expected,and pus. 
sy was on the table among other cold 
dishes, but so disguised that he dié 
not know his old acquaintance. 

He made a hearty meal ang 
washed it down with a glass of gin. 
After paying his bill, he asked the 
landlady if she had a cat she could 
give him, for he was plagued almost 
to death with mice; she said she 
could not, for she had lost hers, 
“What,” says he, “don’t you know 
where it is?” “O yes,” replied the 
landlady, “you have just eat it!- 
He was never known to boil a caf 
afterwards.—Lowell Times. 
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Washington.—It has been observed that Washington 
seldom smiled, and never laughed.—This, however, is 
not correct. Que instance is meutioued by a geutle- 
man, well known for his veracity, with a great degree of 
sang-froid. At the time the troops were encamped at 
Cambridge, information was received at head-quarters 
that the English were about leaving Boston to give 
them battle. All was bustle and confusion. The sol- 
diers were strolling over the town, aud the officers 
were but ill prepared for the approachi:g rencoutre. 
Some of the generals were calling for their horses, 
and others fur their arms; and, amovg the rest, wes 
General Greene, at the bottom of the stairs, bawlmg to 
the barber for his wig. “Lring my wig, you rascal; 
bring my wig.” General Lee diverted himself and the 
company at the expense of Greene.—“Your wig is 
behind the looking-glass, sir.” At which Greene rais- 
ing his eyes, perceived by the mirror that the wig was 
where it should be—on his head. Washington, ia a fit 
of laughter, threw himself on the sofa, and the whole 
group presented rather a ludicrous spectacle. 





Among other notions of Frederick William, he be- 
lieved that he possessed a taste for painting. During 
his fits of the gout, he used to amuse himself in prac- 
tising this art. One of his own Grenadiers was usual- 
ly the model from which he copied, and when the por- 
trait was more or less coloured than the original, he 
had the soldier’s face painted to resemble the picture! 
He used to exhibit his paiotings to his courtiers, who 
of course praised them. “Well,” said he one day, to an 
attendant who was admiring one of his pictures, “how 
much do you think that picture would bring at sale?” 
“Sire, it would be cheap at a hundred ducats.” “You 
shall have it for fifty,” said the King, “because you 
are a good judge, and I am therefore anxious to do you 
a favour.” ‘The courtier was obliged to become pos- 
sessor of the miserable daub, and pay the fifty ducats. 





ITEMS. 

Russian Superstition. A Russian peasant, hearing a 
clock strike in the house of an Englishman, crossed 
himself, and fell down before it, mistaking it for the 
owner’s patron saint. 


A Player in Buenos Ayres has got up anew drama, 
entitled “Washington.” The actor, however, aware 
of the number of English who attended his amusements, 
gave notice that there was nothing in the piece offensive 
to the English, as Washington is made to speak very 
kindly to all the British soldiers whom he mects on 
the stage. 


Dignified Style. Knolles, an old writer, who com- | 


posed the history of the Turkish Empire, opens one 
chapter thus: “Now lay the great city of Nice in 
the suds,” 


I’ Echo.—This is a pretty French Periodical for 
children, edited by one of the French instructers in 
Harvard College.—The cuts are neat and attractive, 
and the Echo may be usefully employed in spreading 


a knowledge of the language among the rising gen- 
eration. 
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4 Q 
MAY-DAY AT COLUMBIA, 


‘*The Rose Bud"’ will surely not deem intrusive or inco 
tent an annual offering of the ‘‘first of May,’* when it is but ful- 
filling the design of nature, that May should ever add somewhat 
to the beauty and freshness of a **Rose Bud;’’ and asthe descrip- 
tion of the proceedings of the first of May of the last year, ad- 
ded one more, perchance, not unacceptable leaf to the ‘‘Rosp 
Bud,’’ I feel encouraged again to gratify the admirers of the sweet 
flower and its genial month, in narrating the pretty pastime in 
which they are both so prominently brought forward. — It is the 
ceremony of the coronation of the Queen of May,to which I allude, 
Those who have never witnessed this beautiful pastime, wonltl 
have done wellto huve been with us, for it was a scene net 
even the stern philosopher would scorn, nor at whigh the wast 
cynical or fastidious demurred; it was a glowing sight of youth, 
and hope, and happiness; it was ail love, innocence and beaaty= 
But my young friends (it is for them I write) will deem me te 
dious in my exordium. Much of the ceremony of a May Qaeen 
Coronation [ told them last year. I shall only observe, the rooms 
were most tastefully decorated with the richest flowers; the 
Queen’s throne altogether of the lovely, pale Ceringo, appeartug 
indeed but a soft and dreamy seat of pleasure. An animated air 
en the Piano was the signal for the entrance of a flower-ba- 
decked young girl, who repeated the following 


ADDRESS ‘*TO MAY,” 








While Birds are warbling all around, 
And Flow’ rets painting all the ground, 
Sweet May, to tell, the year hath crown’d 
The Queen of youth and loveliness; 
Our youthful hearts would homage pay 
To thee, sweet, blooming, beauteous May, 
We greet thee on thy natal day, 
With songs of joy and happiness. 


We cull the fairest buds and flowers, 
We pluck the wreath from verdant bowers, 
Refreshen’d by the gentlest showers, 
To deck a fragrant Canopy 
For her pivsooilting thee; 
She reigns in inaiden modesty, 
She rules an empire wide and free, 
Her love, ber people's panoply. 


We own, we bless her gentle sway, 
We feel it is thine own, sweet May, 
We hail thy coming, bless thy stay, 

Sweet gine of young hilarity; 
But when thy beauty we resign, 
Remembering all thy charms divine, 
Forbid that we should ever pine 

In time of bleak disparity. 


No! to the Parent of the year 

In time of ‘tyellow leaf and sear,’’ 

May we in gladness still draw near, 
And bless each Season’s offering; 

Yet May, sweet May, we still must bless, 

The best of alJ, thy dear caress, 

We love thee more, not them the less, 
That kindness all are proffering— 
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Musie—Enter a young lady gracefully bearing the splendidly or- 
namented May-Pole, repeating as follows. 

The May-Pole we've twin’d, . 

See, here we have joined 

Lhe vines of the forest and bower; 

We've woven it roud, 

Not a spot can be found 

But springeth a leaf or a flower. 


The May Pole is up 

With its nosegay on top, 

To tell, ’tis the first of the May; 

1 bear it along, 

To announce to the throng, 

She approaches, the Queen of the day. 


Mustc—Entrance of the Queen, handed by two very little girls 
to the throne; a young lady, as Flora, accompanying with the 
Crown, who, when the Queen is fairly seated in her bower of 


beauty, bestows it upon her, repeating the following: 
“A crown of flowers we bring to thee, 


’ Lis bright and beautiful to see; 

4 ‘ > bright with diamond or gold; 
‘Thine eye, we know, would not behold 
Their dross and tinsel with the glow 
Of pleasure that sweet flowers bestow. 
Then take the crown; thy forehead fair 
No richer diadem could wear, 

« For ’tisa precious gift of love, 

* We thus our young affections prove, 
We crown thee now and bless the day 
That gives to us a Queen of May. 


‘l'o which the Queen replied in the following address :— 


Sweet Friends, we’ve assembled on this pleasant day 
To hail the return of our beautiful May: 

How charming is nature, how rich and how rare, 

Are the different hues of the garb she doth wear, 
Green, purple and et yellow, crimson and blue, 
Tlow fair, how enchanting is all to the view! 

Not a Flow’ ret that blooms, not a blossom, that blows, 
From lowliest Snowdrop, to loveliest Rose, 

But throws a sweet beauty and fragrance around, 

And perfumes, and brightens and gladdens the ground. 
So charming the season, on this first of May, 

We have ask‘d and are granted this sweet holiday, 
And me you have chosen to be your May Queen; 

As mark of your favour, I prize it, | ween. 

*Tis dearer, and sweeter, and better to me, 

The Queen of your youthful enjoyment to be, 

‘Than raised to the glory and grandeur and state, 

Of rea! dominion, where envy and hate, 

Would seek to destroy me, or harl me from where 

At best is the seat of disquiet and care. 


But mine is an Empire as wide and as free, 

As enjoyed by the roving and flower-loving Bee, 

My subjects as Birds or as Butterflies gay, 

They carol, they bask in the sunshine of May, 

‘They call me their Queen, ’tis a name but of love, 

They are free to remain by my side, or to rove; 

They are free, they have made me a crown, ‘tis of flowers, 
They’ve wove mé a sceptre, *tis vines from the bowers, 
My throne is not glowing with jewels or gold, 

But bright with the blossoms that Spring doth unfold. 


Now come, we'll enjoy the sweet season the while, 
We'll bask in the sunbeam, and sport in its smile, 
iere’s all the sweet offering of gardens and bowers, 
Our young, happy spirits may revel in flowers, 

inhaling their sweetness and purity even, 

Till we feel that our hearts are made better for Heaven, 
And grateful and thankful and glowing with love, 

‘To tbe author of Nature, our Father above, 

Who gives us a world that is fair to the eye, 

To allure to a fairer and brighter on high. 





Music—And the entrance in regular succession, of the twelve 
personified months of the year, each in turn repeating a verse—— 
appropriate Music— And enter two lovely little girls very ont 
lar in general appearance and size. ‘They were meant to ae 
zephyrs—and truly did those two little *‘delicate Ariels,”’ as t rd 
glided in, in their light and ioveliness, appear as if they mig 
well be ‘the viewed spirits of some gente breeze. 


They spake in turn as follows: 


Did you ever behold a Jovelier day, 

Vhan the first of this blo: ming and beauteous May? 
Oh, Llike this frest; and this verdant time, 

Far better than een when the year is in prime: 
Like our joyous youth it is fresh and new, 

Tis as fair, perchance more fair to the view, 

Yet it seems to me even that youth and spring, 
Are but one and the same twost beautiful thing. 


But look, pray look, on our beautiful Queen! 

Is she not the fairest that ever was seen! 

See we have wreathed her a garland of flowers, 
And we crown her the Queen of these rosy hours, 
We'll pay her no tribute of sordid gold, 

But the fairest flow’rets the eye can behold, 

Shall be our gift, and where’er she goes, 

*T will be nought aroand her but couleur de Rose. 
Oh, we’re all so happy this holiday, 

I could wish it were always ‘‘the first of May.”’ 
No, that were silly—e’en when it is past, 

I'll not grieve, that it could not forever last, 

But number my days to apply my heart 

Unto wisdom’s higher and better part, 

And employ each day of the year in a way, 

To merit a fete on ‘‘the first of May.’’ 


The other, then, as follows: 


"Tis May! ’tis May! our sweet holiday, 
At last, it is here, we’re so happy cules 

For the flowers have all come and each little Bird, 
Seems carolling sweeter than ear ever heard; 

And the Butterflies sport in the sunshine away, 

Like to us taking a pastime on May— 

Oh, all is so beautiful, all is so bright, 

That the world now appears a scene of delight. 

Kind Friends, you are welcome with us to enjoy, 
Your presence our pleasure can never destroy, 

But add to our innocent mirth as we move, 

In holiday freedom near those that we love,— 

Then stay, and perchance our May-sports may beguile 
The gravest among you of many a smile. 


The whole concluded with the inspiring air of ‘*Hail Colum- 
bia.’’ Then came on their party at night—where the lighted eye 
and the laughing face that met the observer in every direction, 
and the glad laugh thatever and anon broke upon the ear, ‘‘free 
without any control,’’ announced, that the whole scene was not 
only beautiful and bright, but one of pure and innocent enjoy- 
ment. 

I have thus, my young friends, tho’ mach pressed for time just 
now, endeavoured to give youa sketch of our sweet May holi- 
day in Colambia.—Al! the addresses transcribed here were 
composed expressly for the occasion, and let me add, were re- 
cited with feeling and propriety. 

And now, I must say adieu.—To the giver of every good 2nd 
perfect gift, to the God of nature, to the Author of the Seasons, 
to the bestower of our bright and beantiful May,—to him I com- 





mend you, my dear young friends. M. M. 
Columbia, May 3d, 1834. 
ae eres men 
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